Sorrowing Widow Loath to Leave His Side : 

Stoicism Made Grief 



By Maxine Cheshire 

Jacqueline Kennedy, 
stooped Into a stance of 
grief and still stained with 
blood where she had 
clutched her husband to her 
in his dying moments, at.-, 
first refused to be separated 
from him here last night. 

She had stayed close after 
bidding him farewell hours 
earlier in a heartbreaking 
scene so touching one stal- 
wart Texas congressman 
; could not bear to watch and 
- turned away. Mrs. Kennedy 
had taken her wedding ring 
from her own finger, slipped 
it upon his lifeless hand and 
bent to kiss him on the lips. 

She had ridden beside the 
bronze casket in a rear com-' 
partment of Air Force Jet I 
from the time it took off and 
gained altitude outside Dal- 
las until the landing at An- 
drews Air Force Base. She 
had refused all urgings to 
rest and permitted no one 
to intrude upon her vigil 
long enough .to erase the 
scarlet streaks which had 
spattered her clothing and 
soaked her stockings in grim 
reminder of her ordeal. 

The tragic sight of her 
stoic patience, as she de- 
scended from the plane on 
an open exit elevator that 
bumped haltingly down- 


ward, was as terrible for 
mourning onlookers to be- 
hold as the coffin beside 
which she stood. 

Arrangements had been 
made to spare the First La- 
*.dy as muoh as possible in 
the logistics of transporting 
the President to Bethesda 
Naval Hospital. 

She was led at first to- 
ward a helicopter waiting 
with its blades already 
whirling to whisk her quick- , 
ly-. away from the brightly 
lighted scene where s the 
eyes of the world* .were con- 
centrated in camera lbnses 
recording ' her suffering. 
But she halted and Retraced 
her steps on the arm of ! 
Atty. Gen. Robert F. Ken- 
nedy, ‘the brother-in-law she 
had often said was her fa- 
vorite of the many-mem-* 
bered clan into which she 
married. 

Nothing • could dissuade 
her from a decision to ride 
instead on a cramped seat 
beside her husband’s body 
inside the ambulance. Hos- 
pital and security person* 
nel had to alight to make 
space for her and the At- 
torney General. 

HER QUIET insistence so 
alarmed medical men that a 


uniformed officer hastened 
ahead of her to the hospital 
in the helicopter to alert 
military doctors that it was 
apparently' going to be diffi- 
cult to coax her into accept* 
. ing the separation that she 
Was postponing. 

But she did not need their 
ministrations, despite a 15- 
minute wait of agonizing 
chaos which ensued when 
crowds engulfed the ambu- 
lance as it arrived on the 
hospital grounds. Perhaps 
the public clamor and the 
sight of so many other an- 
g u.i shed- but impersonal 
faces gave her the strength 
she needed to retreat into 
the privacy of her own sor- 
‘ row. 


IRONICALLY, Mrs. Ken-., 
nedy went into seclusion in 
the VIP suite in Tower 17 
which was readied for her 
last summer -before the 
birth of the baby son who 
later died. 

She at first chose to spend 
the night in the unfamiliar 
surroundings rather than re- 
turn to face the heart- 
breaking familiarity of 
rooms at the Executive 
Mansion which she had 
transformed into interiors 
that captivated the interest 
of the whole world. 

A White House chauf- 
feur arrived with a black 
initialed vanity case and a 
beige cloth suitcase. 

Relatives rushed to her 


side. 

Sometime 


after midnight, 


she changed her mind and- 
returned with her husband’s 
body lb the Executive Man- 
sion. 

Her children, Caroline 
and John Jr., had been se- 
creted away earlier in the 
day from the pandemonium 
that enveloped the White 
House. Their mother had 
Wanted to be able to wait 
and break the news to them 
herself that the father' who a 
was^so loving and:*‘sq"mV£dt" 
would not be here for prom-} 
ised celebrations of their 
birthdays next week. Caro- 
line will be 6. John will be 
3. 

Mrs. .Kennedy’s mother, 
Mrs. Hugh D. Auchincloss, 
had been at the airport and | 
went on to the hospital to J 
comfort her daughter. Her j 
presence was a sad remind- | 
er of her arrival under sim- ; 
ilar circumstances four 
months, ago when the Ken- 
nedy's infant son, Patrick 
Bouvier, died only hours 
after birth. 

Another who was sum- 
moned to Mrs. Kennedy's 
side was her obstetrician, 
Dr. John Walsh, who has 
sustained her through per- 
sonal crises which have 
ended sometimes in tri- 
umph, sometimes in tragedy. 
He brought John Jr. into 
the world under circum- 
stances which were almost 
fatal.' But all his skills and 
devotion could not work a ; 
second miracle last summer. ; 


